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A Love Letter To 
Almighty God 


By Eddie Doherty 











Dear God of the pilgrim and 
the pleasure-seeker, the travel- 
ler and the stay-at-home, I lift a 
full heart to You. You have 
shown me the one authentic im- 
age of Our Lady. The one You 
painted on the coarse tilma of 
the blessed Indian, Juan Diego, 
four hundred years ago and 
more! You have let me see that 
she is indeed a loving mother. 
And You have given me the wish 
to make her picture known to all 
the world! How much You Love 
me, God! How very much! And 
how little I love You! 

Give me words to tell my story. 

On three December days in 
1531, Our Lady appeared to 
Juan, on a hill in Mexico, and 
asked to have a temple erected 
to her, in which she could show 
him, and all those like him, her 
tenderness, her compassion, her 
gracious help. Juan went to the 
archbishop. The archbishop 
wanted a sign to prove the story 
was true. 

Our Lady showed her Indian 
son a field of roses growing on 
top of the hill, and bade him take 
them to the archbishop. Juan 
wrapped the flowers in his tilma 
—a sort of burlap mantle. When 
he dumped them at the arch- 
bishop’s feet, there was Our 
Lady’s glorious picture on the 
cloth! Nine million Indians came 
into the Church within a few 
years after the first-shrine was 
built. They knew their loving mo- 
ther when they saw her. 

After more than four hundred 
years the picture has not chang- 
ed. Its material, which should 
have crumbled long ago, is still 
in prime condition. Its colors 
have not faded. Its charm has 
not decreased. Its beauty is as 
warm as ever. Its power to draw 
your children has never waned. 
It is the greatest picture in the 
world, Lord God Almighty. Only 
You could have painted it. Only 
You could have kept it fresh 
these many years. 

Why do so few people in the 
United States and Canada know 
of this miracle of Your love — 
Your love and hers? 

I arrived in Mexico City on the 
night of Nov. 30, and every day, 
for two weeks, I spent most of 
my time in and around the Bas- 
ilica. The picture hangs there, 
over the main altar. I felt awe, 
seeing it for the first time. Awe, 
and gratitude, and love, and 
something like a permanent as- 
surance of happiness and peace. 
No copy has ever conveyed the 
beauty of the original. No photo- 
graph can impart more than a 
pecsion of the emotions it of- 
ers. 
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Tribute To a Great People 

There is a living miracle in the 
picture, for it lives and seems to 
breathe. But a greater miracle is 
in the f 
humble, loving people of Mexico. 
I watched them with growing 
wonder. They came in long lines 
all day long, and well into the 
night. Some had walked, bare- 
footed and laden with food and 
blankets, from villages hundreds 
of miles away. 

They came in groups of a hun- 
dred or more. They came in 
thousands. They came as repre- 
sentatives of various firms in 


ployers. They came as labor un- 
ions, as sodalities, as schools, as 
industries—as breweries, found- 
ries, bakeries, factories, mills, 
publishers, transportation com- 
anies, canners. They came with 
bright new flags, with Our 
Lady’s standards, with placards 
of all kinds, and _ with floral 
pieces on which they had spent 
time and money and love and 
ingenuity and skill. 

There must have been half a 
million of them at least, during 
the day and night of Dec. 8, the 
feast of the Immaculate Con- 
ception. I wondered, watching 
them standing so patiently in 
line, where they would eat and 
sleep. The hotels were filled. 
The rooming houses were filled. 
Every room available was occu- 
pied by more than one family. 
I found out. Going to visit the 
Capuchin nuns in their convent 
close to the Basilica I saw some 
of the tired pilgrims. They lay 
on the cement floor of the patio, 
and on the stone steps. They ate 
food prepared by the women over 
their portable charcoal braziers. 
They sluiced down the beans 
and tortillas with pulque or milk 
or coffee—cafe con leche. They 
nursed the babies, smoked a few 
cigarettes, pulled a_ blanket 
into place, and went to sleep. 
There were so many pilgrims in 
the patio it was difficult to 
make one’s way through them. 

Many moved from the street 
to the altar, on their bare 
knees, some holding lighted 
candles in one hand. The dis- 
tance? About three city blocks. 
Across stone pavements. 

They came with bands. They 
came with clusters of bright 
balloons. They came _ with fire 
works. 

There were Masses outside the 
Basilica in the evening. Tens of 
thousands of people attended 
them, on their knees. In other 
parts of the great stone plaza 
between the church and _ the 
street, bands played, tribes of 
Indians danced, rockets explod- 
ed, and conveys of balloons went 
up, like so many bursts of joy, 
toward the radiant full moon. 

And Feathers 

There were scores of dancing 

groups, Lord, each vying with 
the others in barbaric splendor, 
rhythms, and in_ the symbols 
by which they told the story of 
the coming of the white man, the 
cruel conqueror, and then of the 
coming of the Blessed Mother, 
the consoler, the dear one, the 
darling who never failed. 
Some wore elaborate costumes of 
beads and reeds, arranged in 
tiers. Some were dressed in the 
satins and laces of the conquist- 
adors. Some men _ were in loin 
cloths, with bells on their ankles 
and gaudy capes about their 
shoulders. 

All wore tufts of feathers — 
plumes that nodded and swayed 
and danced, above the heads of 
the encircling crowds, wherever 
I chanced to look. I couldn’t see 
the dancers unless I elbowed my 
way close. But I could see the 
feathers everywhere — painted 
gifts of ostriches or eagles, or the 
natural ornaments of peacocks, 
pheasants, cockatoos, macaws, 
partridges, or birds of paradise. 

Some dancers carried bows and 
arrows in their hands, or gourd- 
castanets, or Spanish swords. 
Some danced to drums and 
fiddles. Some had but one drum 
to follow. 

At noon on Dec. 8th the Basil- 
ica was packed as tightly as fish 
eggs in a fish, or sunflower seeds 
in the ripened flower. The people 
moved in through the front 
doors and down to the altars, on 
tired feet or aching knees, and 
out through the side exits. The 
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people — the beautiful,|' 


Mexico City, employees and em-| 





The Church of Silence 





Not too long ago the Pope re- 
ceived a present, which we were 
told in Rome brought tears to 
his eyes. . . and which he is said 
to cherish highly among the 
many gifts that come to him— 
tokens of love of his children 
everywhere. 5 

The gift was sent by a priest, 
who died in a labour camp some-| 
where in the colds of Siberia. Be-| 
fore he died, he entrusted these 
gifts to another fellow prisoner, 
to bring to Rome IF BY A MIR-| 
ACLE OF GOD’S GRACE he) 
would get out. The prisoner was 
an Italian, so we were told. . and 
he DID get out . . . perhaps be- 
cause God and His Blessed Mo- 
ther wanted the Pope, and with 
Him the Catholic world, to know 
about THE MARTYRDOM OF 
THE CHURCH OF SILENCE... 

The gifts were... a rosary 
made of pieces of precious bread 
rolled and hardened around a 
puny little piece of string... a 
chalice made of birch bark .. . 
and a paten made of wood... 

The priest offered Mass hid- 
denly . . . whenever he could get 
a few dried grapes fermented. . 
the bread he used was part of his 
little daily portion. 

As we told in a previous article 
.. . during the last Congress of 
the Lay Apostolate in Rome in 
October 1957 . . . on the Rostrum 
ONE PLACE WAS LEFT EMPTY 





.. AND IN FRONT OF IT DAILY 
RENEWED AND FRESH WAS) 
AN IMMENSE BOQUET OF RED 
ROSES .... THE RED OF 
BLOOD. . . BLOOD SHED BY, 
THE THOUSAND UNKNOWN 
AND HIDDEN MARTYRS OF 
THE CHURCH OF SILENCE! 
Confess, dear reader, how 
many of us THINK OF THE! 
CHURCH OF SILENCE. . . THE, 


behind the Iron and Bamboo! 
Curtains? Immersed in our own | 


we seemingly have no time to 

PRAY FOR THE CHURCH OF) 

SILENCE. 
Yet shouldn’t we? Shouldn’t| 

the Catholic homes. . . children | 

and parents DAILY remember! 
that tragically SILENT Church?) 

Should not our school and col-| 

leges do likewise. Parishes and} 

numerous societies? I think we; 
should. Don’t you? | 

Before me is a poster I brought 
from Rome. It is issued by THE 
ALLIANCE OF THE CREED from | 
which these posters in many! 
languages can be obtained. The: 
address -_RAMBLA ESTUDIOS, | 
122-BARCELONA ESPANA, 
(SPAIN). The poster reads: 
Cor Iesu Sacratissimo — Miserere 

Nobis. 

Cor Mariae Immaculatum — Ora 
Pro Nobis. 

CREDO -ET UNAM SANCTAM 
CATHOLICAM ET APOSTOLI- 
CAM ECCLESIAM. 

Then I read further: 

“For the “Silent Church” as a 
vivid expression of our union 
with Her in FAITH and CHAR- 
ITY before God and Mankind, let 
us join in an universal “ALLI- 
ANCE OF THE CREED” consist- 
ing in the following prayer to be 
said every day: A CREED TO 
THE SACRED HEART OF JESUS, 
FOLLOWED BY AN INVOCA- 
TION TO THE IMMACULATE 
HEART OF MARY — “Sweet 
Heart of Mary save us!” 

“FOR OUR BROTHERS WHO 
ARE SUFFERING PERSECU- 
TION FOR THE FAITH. Asking 
God to grant them strength and 
perseverance; that their tribula- 
tions may end soon; for those 
who dismay in their terrible 
trials); FOR THE CONVERSION 
OF THOSE WHO PERSECUTE 
THEM. 

“And the Pope—” .. . let these 
prayers be said in public... and 

rivately . . . at Religious Func- 
ions ... at Family Prayers... 
in Seminaries, Schools . . . and 
transmitted by Radio. 

IF WE PRAY FOR THE 
CHURCH OF SILENCE IN RUS- 
SIA, CHINA, AND WHEREVER 
IT MAY BE TODAY... THEN 
MAYBE GOD WILL HAVE 
MERCY ON US... AND OUR 
LANDS AND PEOPLE WILL 
NOT ENTER THE CHURCH OF 








SILENCE HERE. 


Madonna House 
And Mass Media 


The fifth Annual Social Life 
Conference of Canada was held a 
few months back in St. John, New 
Brunswick, and was attended by 
a great many members of the 











“OUR YOKON BOYS—AND YOURS 





By Louis Stoeckle 


Maryhouse, Whitehorse, Yukon Territory—‘The fact that boys 
grow up to be men is a definite proof of the existence of guardian 
angels” is an observation not to be underestimated. 


For almost two years I have been a boys’ supervisor in this 
far north-west corner of Canada. For almost two years, I have been 
increasingly aware of the fact that guardian angels play a very im- 


portant role in the lives of boys—especially of teen-agers. 


| To my knowledge, a survey has never been taken of the number 


Canadian Hierarchy, clergy and/|of “teens” who read “Restoration”. There are many who do. The 
: 'school boys who live at Maryhouse, varying in age from 14 to 18 
really “get a kick” out of reading its articles. (For the benefit of 
jour adult readers this means that they enjoy it). The reason, it 


prominent laymen, as well as 
specialists, in the field of Mass 
Communication Media—TV, Mo- 
vies, Press, Radio. 

It was an interesting and im- 
portant conference, which Restor- 
ation truly regrets bringing to its 
readers so late—but the unvoid- 
able Christmas rush associated 
with our Apostolic work at Ma- 
donna House prevented your re- 
porter from evaluating for you 
the far reaching effects of this 
Conference. The more so, that 
most of you by now have read the 
resolutions made there in your 
daily and diocesan papers. 

However going over these res- 
olutions, I was deeply struck by 
the fact that we of Madonna 
House have been implementing 
many of the ideas expressed and 
many of the resolutions reached 
—for many years. Knowing your 
interest in our Apostolate, and 
also for sake of record, I thought 
of giving you a little comparison 
of the above. Taking you thereby, 
a little deeper into the soul of 
our humble apostolate. 

True our finances are more 
than limited. Our personnel in- 
creasing but yet not fully trained 


—stili we have consistently tried 
to make a contribution to these 
fields. Now our hearts rejoice, be- 
cause of the findings of this Social 
Life Conference, and the new En- 
CHURCH OF MARTYRS WHITE (cyclical of the Pope on this vital 
AND RED ... The pains and sor- subject of mass media—for these 
rows. . . of our brethren in Christ give us ever more courage to go 


on implementing these ideas. 


< c \ Let us look again at the official 
worries, fears and daily routine) Resolutions of the Conference— 


'1. WHEREAS the Church has 
welcomed the mass communi- 
cation inventions as gifts of 
God and has recognized the 
mass communications media 
as instruments for good or evil 
AND WHEREAS Catholics 
have a moral obligation to help 
opinion by the 


form public 
use of the mass media 


THEREFORE BE IT RESOLV- 
ed that our Catholic homes, 
parishes, press and educational 
institutions, at every level, di- 
rect their efforts to producing 
Catholics prepared to use pru- 
dently and to participate act- 
ively in the mass communica- 


tions media. 
2. 


life of our community. 
AND WHEREAS 


media. 


BE IT RESOLVED that this 
Conference advocates the es- 
tablishment with all haste of a 
centre, to be conducted under 
Catholic auspices, for the de- 
velopment of skills in the mass 


media 


AND BE IT FURTHER RESOL- 
VED that for this purpose suit- 
able scholarships be made 
ecclesiastical 
and lay sources, to Catholic 
Students of proven ability, 
training and personal forma- 


available, from 


tion. 


3 WHEREAS the production of 
Catholic literature and films 
is increasing in quality and 


quantity 


AND WHEREAS the individu- 
al, the home, the school and 
the parish must desire to 
possess and use holy pictures 


and other Catholic articles 


AND WHEREAS this desire 
can be aroused and strength- 
ened by a thorough listing, dis- 
play and promotion of avail- 


able literature and films. 


THEREFORE, be it resolved 
that in every diocese and par- 
ish an individual or organiza- 
tion be assigned the responsib- 


(Continued on Page Three) 
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WHEREAS this conference rec- 
ognizes the influence of the 
mass media of communication 
on the moral and intellectual 


suitably 
trained Catholic personnel is 
not now available to make our 
proper contribution to these 


| seems, is simply because it is easy to read and yet offers 
|food for thought. That’s what our youth are looking 


| simple, undiluted truth. 


lenty of 
or— the 


| In the course of the last seven] first citizens of this vast Land. . 


| years, I have met boys from all 
parts of Canada who were famil- 
iar with Catholic Action. But in 
Nova Scotia and as far west as 
British Columbia, I have talked 
to young, Catholic fellows who 
were not only aware of their role 
as lay apostles but were leading 
aimless lives. They had no object- 
ive ...no guideposts to keep 
them on the beam so to speak. 
For these, and for all the boys 
who read “Restoration” here are 
a few thoughts . . .seven secrets 
of success. 


keep in mind that saints are 
not sissies . . in order to take 
heaven by storm, they had to 
be real men—read their lives! 

. Have unlimited confidence in 
the Blessed Virgin . . ask her 
to help you with all your prob- 
lems... especially (a) that you 
will have purity like St. Jo- 
seph. (b) that you will choose 
the vocation that she wills for 
you. (c) that you will be given 
the grace of a happy death. 

. Observe ... Judge. . . and Act. 
Just as in the days of the 
early Christians there are 
today saints in every city. Some 
are married men; some are 
consecrated to God. Find them 
. . . Observe their lives . . 
judge what you should do in 
order to become like them . 
then act on your own obser- 
vations. 


. Stand on your own two feet 
when it comes to choosing 
friends. Select them not for 
what they have. . . but for 
what they are. Remember that 
every person with whom you 
come in contact influences 
you one way or the other. 
Your boyhood friends have an 
impact on your own character 
formation. 


. Right now your character is 
being developed. Strive to ac- 
quire healthy habits. You have 
to grow three ways: Spiritual- 
ly, mentally and physically. 
Don’t get lop-sided by placing 
all your interest in any one 
direction. Learn to face your 
problems head-on... get ad- 
vice from people “in the 
know” especally from your 
parents. 

. You are entering the threshold 
of a new era in the history of 
the world. The struggle be- 
tween good and evil will very 
likely come to a head when 
you are young men. The world 
is in desperate need of strong 
Christian leaders .. . prepare 
yourself for the role by gen- 
erous prayer and _self-sacri- 
fice. 

. Take the boy of Nazareth as 
your Model. Study His life. . 
He will teach you that the 
secret of success is love. . 
expressed in thoughtfulness, 
joyful service to others, in all’ 
the tiny acts that you do every 
day and in every word that 
you say... 

These are seven secrets to suc- 
cess. There are more. You have 
to dig to find the others. You can 
be sure that a thorough monthly 
search through “Restoration” 
will give you some very strong 
clues to where to find them. 

Sinre “Restoration” goes to 
many countries of the world... 
I know that there are boys from 
many climates and boys of many 
races that will read this article. 

Maryhouse Boys 

Let me tell you, then, about the 

boys who live at Maryhouse. They 








1. Start the day with Christ ...|-- 


Most of them come from the rug- 
ged mountain country of North- 
ern British Columbia. . Cas- 
siar, Telegraph Creek, and Atlin, 
The others hail from the Yukon 
... Ross River and Burwash 
Landing. All of this is country 
that is rich in minerals. It is the 
home of the Gold Rush of ’98.. 
and running through it like a 
fine thread is the famous Alas- 
kan Highway, built by the Am- 
erican Army during the Second 
World War. These young fellows 
come from a real pioneer country 
. where they and their fathers 
hunt the moose, the mountain 
sheep, mountain goats, caribou 
and grizzly bear. In summer, the 
day is long and warm. In winter 
it is dark and cold. This is the 
land of the midnight sun. Even 
to this day some of the priests, 
missionary Oblates of Mary Im- 
maculate travel by dog-team and 
say Mass in tents. 

Telegraph Creek is well repre- 
sented at Maryhouse. Take 
“Little Joe from Kokomo” for in- 





stance. That’s Joe Dennis; “Ko- 
komo” is his nickname. (All of 
the boys, by the way, have tags. 
There are Sam McGee, Julius, 
Postmaster, Angel, Alligator, Bel- 
fonte, Cheeks, Pete Henry, Poker, 
Zeke, Jus’ Gottem and Kokomo). 


*| Well, to get on with the story. 


Joe is a little guy. Five feet of en- 


‘jergy topped by a crew cut. Be- 


sides being an Air-Cadet, hockey 
player, and high school student, 
Joe is an A-1 altar boy. Joe serv- 
ed our Christmas Midnight Mass 
this year. He was mitre-bearer. 
Mind you, it is not every fellow 
who has the privilege of serving 
Mass for a Bishop! 

Like all boys everywhere, the 
group at Maryhouse like to sleep 
in once in awhile; especially here 
in the north where the Febru- 
ary Mornings are cold and dark. 
(The temperature often drops to 
40 degrees below zero.) Even so, 
it is not unusual to see Joe Chief 
or William Etzertza or Dick hop 
out of their warm beds at 6.30 
and go off to serve Mass for 
_ Triggs at his winter chap- 
e 


Then there is Gordon Johnson. 
Burwash Landing YT is his birth- 
eng . .. mile 1093 on the Alas- 

an Highway some 200 miles 
northwest of Whitehorse. In the 
winter, there is no established 
means of transportation—no bus 
nor train. So it is that Gordon 
remained at Maryhouse for 
Christmas. He would have liked 
to have spent the Holiday Season 
with his family, the Copper In- 
dians who live on the shores of 
Kluane Lake, one of the largest 
bodies of water in the Yukon. 
Like any other teen-ager, Gordon 
had ideas for the vacation — 
tracking moose, dog-team trips, 
fishing through six feet of ice 


‘!for those delicious 20 lb. lake 


trout... and just “bootsing” 
around. (Translation for those 
readers who are not in the teen- 
age bracket: this is the occupat- 
ion of taking it easy, or romping 
over fields, watching clouds drift- 
ing by, and of generally avoiding 
any activity which borders on the 
practical . . . of which Tom Saw- 
yer and Huck Finn are the im- 
mortal forerunners.) 

Last summer Gordon managed 
to get back to Burwash for his 
vacation. He and his cousin, 
Hughie, were just leaving St. 
John’s Residential School and 
Lower Post, B.C. They went home 
by bus. It is some 500 miles from 
the school to their home. (It is 
common inthe Yukon to see 
children travel hundreds of 





belong to the great family of 
North American Indians ... the 
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WHERE LOVE IS — GOD IS 


ars ago, this month, a very 
oor one ie prench girt—the daughter of ne’er-do- 
‘well ‘parents—in the course of her ordinary day, was 
out gathering wood, and saw a BEAUTIFUL LADY 
WHO TOLD HER THAT SHE WAS “THE IMMACU- 
TE CONCEPTION”. 
re In other words—Mary, the Blessed Mother of 
God—appeared to Bernadette Soubiroux of the small 
village of Lourdes, one hundred years ago... 

Today, Lourdes is known the world over, a 
Holy Shrine for Catholics, a place of miraculous cures 
and a place of pilgrimage for believers, unbelievers and 
everyone in-between. ; , 

True by this apparition, Mary confirmed, as it 
were, the newly given doctrine of the Immaculate 
Conception, officially promulgated, and pronounced 
ex-Cathedra infallibly four years before by the then 
reigning Pope. 

But what does this apparation of Mary mean be 

s one hundred years AFTER? Us... .. children of the 
atomic, hydrogen, and space age? Us. . - who walk 
in truth. . . “in the shadow of death”? , 

First and foremost it proclaims to us again 
THE IMMENSE INCOMPREHENSIBLE LOVE OF 
GOR FOR US... who chose an ordinary creature 
like Mary—one of us—and lifting her to the pinnacle, 
made Her the Mother of His Son, Our Lord Jesus 
Christ and. . .OUR TAINTED NATURE’S SOLITARY 
BOAST ... 

To realize in our day and age THAT GOD 
REALLY LOVES US. . . will continue to LOVE US— 
today, as yesterday and tomorrow .. - is a grace be- 
yond computation. . . for it becomes to us—in our 
total insecurity . . . THE PERFECT SECURITY, that 
our humanity needs. . . that alone will help us to 
conquer the almost craven fear we have of total an- 
nihilation ... tee 

To realize that God loves us today . . . means 
to realize our immense dignity . . . Means also to be 
able to “stand up’—straight, like men should, and 
face, whatever we have to face with clear eyes, a mind 
illuminated by Faith, a will strengthened by this 
knowledge—both capable to evaluate and implement, 
in truth, without fear or trembling—that which has 
to be done . - . which has to be borne . . . no matter 
what the cost .. . to bring Christ’s peace into this 
hapless world... 

But this centenary of Our Lady’s Apparition at 
Lourdes—teaches us children of the twentieth cen- 
tury—even more. 

It teaches us that the ways of peace are given 
to the small . . the humble . . . those who most re- 
semble children . . . not in their childishness—which 
we would incidentally do well to put away—psychiat- 
rists call it IMMATURITY—but in their TRUST .. - 
THEIR CHILD LIKENESS... ei 

For child-likeness also means “purity of 
heart”—and the Pure of Heart—shall see God—say 
the Beatitudes. We need to “see God”. . . for then we 
will fully know . . how small we really should be. . 
how simple and how humble. 

It will teach us even more .. .it will teach us 
that we have other things to give the world—than an 
equality, or even a priority of “know-how” . . - with 
the Russians .. . or a greater ability to produce faster 
and better death-dealing weapons... that at best give 
us the deadly security of a moment. . engages us in a 
crazy race that may never end... of everlastingly 
producing for destruction. 

False goals at best .. . both of them. False se- 
curity .. . For the world of men is weary beyond the 
ability of human tongue to express that weariness. . 
of living under the shadow of a man-made death . . 
the motivation of which truly comes from the depths 
of hell .. . and cannot, will not sustain man’s spirit 
for any length of time. 

No! What we must give the world are weapons 
of the spirit. They have lain in our sinful hands for 
a long... long time... Because our hearts were else- 
where . . . and we were busy building temples to 
strange, obscene gods... Yet, in His mercy, the Lord 
has left us the weapons of the spirit .. . all we have to 
do is to use them... 

The centenary of Our Lady’s apparition should 
urge us to do so. Export CARITAS . . . whose other 
name is LOVE .. . The world needs it above all other 
things. . . But love, sacrifices and serves . . . THE 
SPIRITUAL AND CORPORAL WORKS OF MERCY, 
ON A NATIONAL AND INTERNATIONAL SCALE, 
MOTIVATED BY CARITAS -... WHOSE OTHER 
NAME IS LOVE ... without any such thoughts—as 
“what is good for us?” “what will that bring me?” . . 
just because we want to show the Face of God who 
dwells within us. . .to others. . . for His Face is the 
FACE of the only peace that will last .. . and because 
His ways of love—are the only ways that can solve 
our immense and world wide problems. . . 

Our Lady of Lourdes teaches us also—how to 
do this “spiritual exporting”. How to use these WEA- 
PONS OF THE SPIRIT which alone can save us today 
. - By becoming humble . . . simple with holy simplic- 
ity .. . childlike . . . with purity of heart... In a word 
BECOMING LIKE BERNADETTE SOUBIROUX. TO 
WHOM SHE SO BEAUTIFULLY CHOSE TO APPEAR 
. . . Accentuating by doing so—the real values—the 
ones that really count... IN TIME AND ETERNITY 
. .: The only ones that will solve for us . . that which 
has to be solved . . . unless indeed we want to perish . . 
IN TIME AND IN ETERNITY... 


Our Lady of Lourdes. . . Pray for us... 
St. Bernadette, Pray for us. 














Eddies of 1958 


By Eddie Doherty 











Word of the wonder-working 
statue of Morelia reached us on 
a bright warm day in Mexico City 
as we watched some thousands of 
pilgrims entering the Basilica of 
Our Lady of Guadalupe. And the 
word was so enchanting and so 
warm that we basked in it, as 
we basked in the sun. 

The word was that an Indian 
woman had a doll through which 
the Holy Infant manifested Him- 
self, showed His love for people, 
and miraculously cured bodies, 
minds, and souls. The woman 
had dressed it in royal robes, after 
the fashion of the Infant of 
Prague, and had put it on a ped- 
estal, thus making it a statue. 

It was reported that it smiled 
at people it liked, and that it 
had grown a few inches in the 
sixteen years the Indian woman 
had cared for it. It had acquired 
a distinct character in those 
years. 

The word added that The Holy 
Infant often appeared to the 
woman when she was playing 
with the doll. Sometimes He con- 
fided secrets to her. Sometimes 
He blessed Rosaries. Or medals. 
Or holy pictures. 

At first the woman had the 
doll all to herself. “After she 
obtained a pedestal for it, and 
beautiful robes, she put it in 
her window. Neighbors began to 
bring flowers to it, or small 
coins. They asked favors and 
obtained them. The fame of the 
statue spread. 

A little girl fell in the water 
and drowned. Her mother ran 
screaming to the statue, plead- 
ing for her daughter’s life. The 
body was in the water twelve 
hours. The undertaker and a 
doctor pronounced it dead. Pre- 
parations were begun for the 
funeral. Then the girl woke up 
and asked for food. The proof 
of this story? A bunch of soft 
golden hair, sent to the Infant 
by the drowned girl, and kept 
in the Indian woman’s home! 

What Price — Sight? — 

A blind man came, helped by 
his wife. He had appealed to St. 
Anthony and other saints for 
many years. They had not helped 
him. He had faith in the Infant, 
he said. He had more tharr faith: 
He had twenty pesos. He would 
give them all to the Infant for 
his sight. It is only $1.60 to us. 
But it was much more than that 
to him. Oné imagines he felt like 
the desperate gambler who puts 
his bankroll on the nose of some 
horse touted by a pal. 

That night, in his home, he 
opened his eyes and saw his wife 
holding a candle. He could see 
again! He was almost hysterical 
with joy. Only one thing both- 
ered him. The price! The twenty 
pesos! Why had the Infant 
charged him so much? He com- 
plained about this. His wife was 
horrified. “You are talking 
blasphemy,” she said. “God will 
punish you.” He was angry. “But 
don’t you think the Infant is 
greedy?” he asked. “If it was St. 
Anthony now, he wouldn’t have 
charged one centavo. But the 
Infant wanted twenty pesos!” 
“Nonsense,” his wife said. “He 
didn’t ask anything. You named 
the price. You paid it. You have 
your sight. Shut up and be glad. 
Have you no gratitude?” The man 
went to sleep grumbling. 

He woke suddenly. “Someone’s 
throwing stones at the house,’ he 
said. “Go see who it is.” His wife 
lit the lamp and opened the door. 
She found twenty pesos at her 
feet. “Well, don’t just stand there 
like a stump,” the man cried 
angrily. “Light the lamp and see 
what’s happened.” “God has 
thrown your money back at you,” 
the wife said gently, “and, since 
you cannot see the lighted lamp, 
I know He has also given you 
back your blindness.” 

There were many other stories 
that came to us, to Dr. Herbert 
Schwartz and me, there at the 
Basilica in Mexico City. And we 
decided to visit the marvelous 
statue, and to see it enthroned. 
The venerable archbishop of Mor- 
elia, .The Most Reverend Luis 
Maria Altamirano, had determ- 
ined that it should be placed on 
an altar in the Carmelite church, 
temporarily, where it could be 
publicly honored, and that a per- 
manent church should be built 
for it — an edifice that would 
become a shrine. He made this 
decision after a long and rigorous 
investigation of the wonders at- 
tributed to the divine Infant 
working through His image. 

The Indian woman, we were 
told, wept at the news that she 
must lose her doll. The Infant 
consoled her with the promise 


that He would furnish her a new 
one, one with all the power and 
grace He had given the old one. 
Furthermore it was said that He 
promised that, after the new one 
was blessed and crowned by the 


archbishop, He would grant her 
whatsoever she might ask. “I 
want—” she began. “Don’t tell 
me now,” He is reported to have 
said. “Make out a list.” 

Journey Without Star 

We didn’t go by camel-back, as 
did the Wise Men who followed 
a star. We went in a hump- 
backed Buick, up and down, and 
around the sharp curves of two 
hundred miles of fretful moun- 
tains. 

We found the statue standing 
in a glass-fronted case on the 
altar in the Indian woman’s front 
room. The case looked like a tab- 
ernacle, and the statue looked 
like a living child. Instinctively, 
automatically, naturally, I knelt 
before the image. And emotions 
compounded of awe and love and 
fear encompassed me. 

Before me, I sensed, stood a 
representation of Infinite Purity, 
Infinite Mercy, Infinite Power. In 
its radiance I saw myself for the 
mean ignoble sinner I am. The 
face seemed to glow with a warm 
color, and it looked as though 
it were smiling. That, I thought, 
was for Herb, who knelt beside 
me. As soon as Herb got up, I 
feared, the smile would vanish. 
Maybe I could sneak away before 
Herb rose! 

Later I was permitted to hold 
the new statue in my arms for 
ten or fifteen minutes. This one 
was just a doll. It would be noth- 
ing but a doll until it had been 
blessed and crowned. But it was 
wonderful to hold it! Most won- 
derful! 

Gaudete Sunday 

On Sunday morning, Dec. 15, 
the day set for the enthrone- 
ment of the first statue, and the 
crowning of the second, we went 
to the Cathedral for Mass. I felt 
depressed. It seemed idiotic now, 
to believe that the Infant Jesus 
had welcomed me so warmly in 
that silly little doll. What was I 
doing here? Was I a trifle crazy? 
Was everybody insane? Who did 
I think I was to rate such love 
as I had fancied I had seen in 
the Infant’s smile? A conflict. of 
reason and unreason upset me, 
a struggle of emotion and defi- 
ance of emotion. 

We knelt on the top step of 
the altar for Communion. The 
Host was put on my tongue, and 
I started to get up. But the priest 
was putting another Host in my 
mouth. And, before I could move, 
he gave me a third Host! I re- 
membered St. Therese, the Little 
Flower. She felt God didn’t love 





her when, one morning, she re- 
ceived only a fragment of a Host. 
She asked Him to show His love. 
The next day she was given two 
Hosts. But I had been given 
three! The Infant, I thought, 
wanted me to be sure, very sure, 
that He loved me. I wondered 
about this all day. I still wonder 
about it. 

The statues were brought into 
the Carmelite church later that 
morning. There was a solemn 
procession, led by little boys and 
girls in white. An auxiliary bishop 
carried the statue to be enthron- 
ed. It was placed on a decorated 
platform on the gospel side of 
the altar. The other one rested 
on asSsimilar platform on the 
epistle side. During the Credo, in 
the Solemn High Mass, while the 
choir was singing, the Master of 
Ceremonies took down two tre- 
mendous candlesticks from the 
high altar, placed one on either 
side of the new statue, and lit 
the candles. 

At this moment the light slant- 
ing down from the high widows 
on the epistle side lit up the face 
of Christ on the crucifix above 
the tabernacle. And a mystery 
revealed itself to me! 

There was the miraculous old 
statue — a symbol of Christ, born 
of Mary, the Eternal Boy, the un- 
changing Child of the manger. 

There was Christ crucified. It 
wasn’t enough for Him to live 
among us, with us, and for us. 
He had to die for us. He loved us 
so much. He rose from the dead. 
He ascended into heaven. Yet He 
left us Himself in the Host. 

Yet even that was not enough. 
For, look, here He is, in a sense 
about to be born again in this 
beautiful doll on the right, about 
to give Himself once more to us 
in miracles of healing. 

There is Christ, past, present, 
and to be. There is Love. In the 
crucifix, and in the Divine Infant 
of Good Health. That is His title 
now. He wil give His beloved 
friends good health of mind and 
soul and body. 

The Mass continued. The light 
from the high window shifted. 
The face of Christ on the wood 
was dimmed. There was only joy 
in the church. The celebrant in- 
toned the Preface. The choir sang. 
“Holy, holy, holy ... Heaven and 
earth are full of Thy glory...” 
Gaudete Sunday. Pink vestments 
Bells gone violent with exulta- 
tion. Incense rising in fragrant 
clouds. Hundreds of people wee 
ing in an excess of love. Hundr 
of people throwing kisses toward 
the ‘ 

That evening, at the invitation 
of The Very Reverend Jose Sotelo, 





the vicar general of the diocese, 





Herb and I came into the sanc- 
tuary, close to the altar, and near 
enough to the new statue to touch 
it] It was dressed in a pale gold 
cloak, or cope; and it stood on a 
satin-covered wooden platform, 
which rested on two long carry- 
ing poles. Its head was bare, wait- 
ing for the crown. The other 
statue was still on its throne on 
the gospel side of the altar, brave 
and serene in its scarlet and gold, 
its crown gleaming with many 
brilliants. 


I talked to both statues while 
the archbishop preached. I could- 
n’t help myself. What can a man 
do when a baby smiles at him? 
Give it the back of his hand? And 
there weren’t two babies here— 
though I could see two dolls or 
statues — there was only one. 


A Light Load 


After Benediction Msgr. Sotelo 
motioned for me and Herb to 
take hold of the carrying poles. 
I was almost paralyzed. This was 
impossible! It was absolutely in- 
sane that I should be asked to 
carry the Infant through the 
Church But the vicar general was 
insistent. There was nothing else 
for me to do than to lift my end 
of the platform, and carry the 
pole on my right shoulder! 


We brought.the platform back- 
ward; and, close to the altar, we 
lowered it to the carpet, so that 
the archbishop could bless and 
crown the statue. The archbishop 
did his best, but his fingers could 
not adjust the crown to the head. 
As in the crown of thorns, there 
were prongs to be thrust into the 
skull. Others helped the prelate. 
We lifted the platform and start- 
ed on the line of march, the 
crown wobling a little. Outside 
the Communion rail we met the 
Indian woman. Her deft brown 
hands had no trouble making the 
crown fast. Maybe that’s what 
the Infant wanted? 


She was the first to touch Him 
after the blessing. She was really 
the one who crowned Him. 


We moved out of the church, 
into the old convent — long since 
emptied of its holy nuns—around 
a patio and beneath great blazing 
stars, and back into the church. 
Little girls in white threw rose 
petals on the statue, and on us, 
the pole carriers. 


Herb and I carried the rear 
poles. Two Mexicans carried the 
front poles. One thing impressed 
me most of all. There was no 
weight to the platform as we 
carried it; yet it had weighed 
heavily when we set it down for 
the archbishop’s blessing. I 
thought of Simon of Cyrene. He 
found no weight in the cross. 


After we came back to the altar 
and lowered the platform again, 
I bent and touched the hem of 
the pale gold cloak — remember- 
ing the woman with an issue of 
blood who was instantly cured 
when she touched the hem of Our 
Lord’s garment. 


The new Infant had been bless- 
ed and crowned, and carried in 
love and triumph. Now he was 
given to the Indian woman, to 
have and to hold as her own. And 
now the old statue was placed on 
the altar of St. Joseph to remain 
there until a church is built for 
him. I said goodbye to both—to 
the two that are really one. But 
I didn’t want to go! 


I brought something away from 
Morelia for everybody. His In- 
finite Love. There is no one on 
earth who may not share it. 





For Catherine 











This nite a year gone by 

I saw the dawn rise on the Virgin 
Waters of a pristine land 

And all creation danced in that 
dawn 

And my heart is glad to recall it 


But it still is 

The dawn and the dawn company 
and the dawn song 

For the dawn was the lite of the 
world 

And the gladness was the joy 
He filled 

And the song is buried deep 

And all who sang it there 

Have joined voices with a chorus 

As old as the stars 

And as strong as the moon 


Now we wait no longer 

We who saw the new dawn as 
the dawn when God danced 
on our hills in creating 

For we have seen a vision 

Which only death can shatter 

Or perhaps which only our death 
can fulfil - 

Now my heart is alone in another 
land 

But the dawn remains forever in 
the Heart of God. 


By Peggy Clarke 





PORTLAND 
PICTURE 


By M. K. Rowland 











208 N. E. Weidler St., Portland, 
Oregon—December was a won- 
derful month for us bringing 
many gifts from Our Lady. It 
started off with a visit from Bish- 
op Henry on his way back to 
Korea. The Bishop also left us 
the car which he had been using 
during his stay in_ the States, 
and that is no small blessing. A 
53 to replace our poor tired ’41 
Nash! 

Eddie Doherty went down to 
Mexico from here to be at the 
Basilica of Our Lady of Guada- 
lupe for the big feasts of Dec. 
8 and 12. We knew La Morenita 
was hearing about M. H. apostol- 
ate those days. 


The Christmas holidays 
brought us Peter from Viet-Nam 
and Lucien from Sante Fe, two 
seminarians studying at Ma. An- 
gel. 


After Midnight Mass we had 
breakfast with a few of our 
friends. So our fireplace was in- 
itiated, as we sat around the 
tree eating and singing carols. 
At dinner time also, Christ in 
Our neighbor was present. We 
were very happy to be able to 
share our gifts with.others. 


We had the traditional blessing 
of the wine on Dec. 27th— “Love 
of St. John”. Our Chaplain and 
the Sisters of Social Service came 
over to share the custom with us. 
It was then that Diane and I had 
an idea—A New Year’s Eve Party 

A New Years Eve Party we did 
have. We called some friends and 
soon it was arranged. Due to the 
late date many were unable to 
come. We had a Holy Hour in re- 
paration from 11 to 12. Fr. Lyons 
S. J. came over and gave the 
Holy Hour, and then we welcom- 
ed the coming year with a col- 
lation. 


+ 


The month also brought us 
many new friends. I went out to 
give a few talks here and there. 
Pete and I went to the Mass for 
the Spanish speaking on Dec. 
12th. 

The unemployment is increas- 
ing and with it the need also for 
food, clothing, heat, shelter etc. 
We do what we can, get as much 
help as we can from other organ- 
izations and try to interest people 
who could help. 

I must confess it is sad to tell 
others about these tremendous 
needs and then have them say 
that such things dont’ exist in 
our city ... “Lord, when were 
You hungry? cold? homeless?” 
and on the other hand, others re- 
spond so generously to the point 
of sacrifice. 

Some of the school children 
collected tops which we distribut- 
ed. It was grand to see a doll dres- 
sed by the girls themselves. . . 
or some boy’s prize pistol or cap- 
gun .. .or a favorite book “out- 
grown ... ” also the joy on the 
faces of parents to have some- 
thing to put under a barren tree. 
It doesn’t take much to give a lot 
of joy. 

Then there was the insurance 
man who came to make a “deal” 
with us. The men in his office 
weren’t giving themselves a party 
this year but instead wanted to 
help some families. So we receiv- 
ed a sizable checque to be used 
for “useful” things, whatever 
meant the most to the particular 
family. For one this meant help 
with the rent . .. for another 
chairs to go around the kitchen 
table so they could sit down to a 
meal... for another towels and 
blankets ... for another a heater 
for the house. We thought this 
was a wonderful idea and hope 
that many other groups will do 
the same thing. And the best 
part is that they are going to 
continue helping these families 
even when the holidays are long 
past! 

We are coming to realize more 
and more the need of each person 


|for love, for some one who cares 


and is interested in them. We just 
wish we were able to reach more 
people but that will come in time. 
Love—caritas—can do wonderful 
things. In its wake comes peace 
which in turn makes the love 
grow. To us each day brings a 
deeper understanding of the true 
meaning of our motto—Pax and 
Caritas. : 
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Outer Circle . 
Letter No. 145 


One of the grave problems, that 
confronts anyone who has to deal 
with children and modern youth, 
and in family counselling, or with 
single women in their late twen- 
ties, or between thirty and forty 
—is that of FEAR. 

Many fears . . . but above all 
FEAR OF GOD. Now this may 
seem strange—because “Fear of 











God” is one of th gifts of the): -.: 


Holy Ghost ... it is also... “the 
Beginning of Wisdom” as the 
Scriptures have it . . . Then one 
may well ask—how can it be a 
problem in the above mentioned 
people? 

The answer lies in understand- 
ing the word FEAR in its proper 
and improper connotation .. . 
Let us see first what the psychi- 
atrists have to say about fear? 
“Fear is an emotion... it isa 
wholesome emotion when IT IS 
A FEAR IN PROPORTION TO 
ITS CAUSE .. . It is an abnormal 
unwholesome fear—WHEN IT IS 
NOT PROPORTIONED TO ITS 
CAUSE” Nor how could “fear be- 
come disproportionate” to its 
cause? Well the story begins in 
the nursery ... 

Granny .. . an old fashioned 
aunt... or maybe even a young, 
unwise mother — desiring rest 
and a little peace from a child 
who “does not want to go to sleep 


AND THE COMMANDMENTS 
OF LOVE ... Hell exists and the 
fear of it is wholesome . . . but 
true Christianity . .. calls for 
more—it calls for eschewing hell 
and entering heaven not because 
one desires heaven (good as this 
desire is) BUT BECAUSE 
ONE LOVES THE LOVABLE, 
MERCIFUL, BEAUTIFUL GOD 
IN RETURN .. . FOR HIMSELF 
ALONE. 

A new method of teaching cat- 
echism takes congnisance of this 
state of affairs ... and shows how 
one can teach CATECHISM SO 
AS NOT TO MAKE FEARS SER- 
VILE AND ABJECT, UTTERLY 
DISPROPORTIONATE TO 
THEIR CAUSES .. . theologically 
and psychomatically .. . of 
religion, which plays—or should 
play—such an important part in 
the life of any Catholic 
Family. .. The name of that Cate- 
chism .. . is THE KERYGMAT- 


FR. J. HOFINGER. PUBLISHED 
BY NOTRE DAME UNIVERSITY, 
the $3.75 it costs is an investment 
for all parents—and an insur- 
ance against their ever develop- 
ing the wrong fear of God. . 

which will bear as some of its 
fruits . . . scrupulosity (religious 
anxiety to the psychiatrists) ... 
rejection of religion and other 
mental states. 

The Gift of Fear... gift of the 
Holy Ghost will then assume its 
proper place and proportion... 
leading the soul to love of God 
first . . . and the “fear” not ser- 
vile—non-neurotic making .. . 
of offending . . . hurting the ob- 
ject loved. 

Yes—it is time that Catholic 


tells him to do so... or... the|Parents . . . read HOW TO LIVE 
bogey man. . . the policemen. . ove HNDRED AND SIXTY- 
ete... .will get him. . . and the| FIVE DAYS by Doctor Schindler, 


child for life is off . . . into the 
realm of fears disproportionate to 
their cause . . . Fear of policemen 
... garbagemen .. .etc. etc. ALL 
ASSOCIATED IN THEIR MIND 
WITH DARK .... so that eventu- 
ally in years to come NIGHT ... 
DARKNESS will become the root 
of their phobias and anxieties. 
Exaggerated fears possessive- 
ness of parents comes next. . 
Junior, age 3-4 bruises himself. 
Mother, and the proverbial old 
maiden aunt... all make a fuss. 
To the child his bruise becomes 
something fearful .. . BECAUSE 
OF THE TENSIONS AND FUSS 
MADE OVER HIM BY ADULTS 
. . . ON WHOM DEPENDS ALL 
HIS SECURITY... Years hence 
a gown up man (or woman) will 
suffer miserably from EXAG- 
GERATED FEARS of pain... 
faint at the sight of blood... and 
become a downright neurotic. 
I remember witnessing once 
just such a situation. A boy aged 
seven or eight bruised, and cut 
himself—it was an ordinary af- 
fair. The little scratch bled a 
little (thanks be to God) and all 
would have.ended there—with a 
nurse attending to the ordinary 
necessary precautions against in- 
fection. . . Period. 
But Mama happened to pass by 
. she flung herself on the 


,;|ARE YOU 


a sensible book about emotions 
and then PEACE OF HEART By 
Fr. IRALA S. J. which tells us the 
religious and normal approach 
and what they do to us humans; 
to the emotional disturbances of 
us adults . . .and how to cope 
with them by the grace of the 
Holy Ghost and comon sense; 
and then study the Kerygmatic 
method themselves (parents 


‘!should) and then teach it to the 


kiddies ... And fear... the 
wrong kind . . . will loose its hold 
over us...and love will come to 


dwell with us... 

WHAT ABOUT YOUR VACA- 
TION THIS SUMMER?. . . ARE 
YOU INTERESTED IN ADVEN- 
TRE?. . . CHRISTIAN ADVEN- 
TURE? ... IN LEARNING HOW 
TO BEAR CHRIST AGAIN INTO 
OUR TRAGIC WORLD, EACH 
DAY . . . IN EVERY LIFE YOU 
TOUCH OR TOUCHES YOU? . 
INTERESTED IN 
SERVING OTHERS AND FIND- 
ING YOURSELF? ... 

IF SO—THEN WHY NOT 
WRITE NOW FOR A PROSPEC- 
TUS OF MADONNA HOUSE 
SUMMER SCHOOL WHICH IS 
DIRECTED TO ALL ADULT 
SINGLE MEN AND WOMEN 
WHO REALIZE THE NEED— 
“To bind the wounds of THE 
Mystical Body of Christ caused 
by prejudice. . . hatred .. . in- 


eager ttle shaver. and iustice, on one hand; and fear . . 
croon over him... “ you poor insecurity .. and deprivation . . 


little darling ... etc... .etc.. .” 
In less time than it takes to write 
this sentence the kid was yelling 
to high heaven — shaken with 
fears . . .most of them unknown 
... certainly OUT OF ALL PRO- 
PORTION TO THEIR CAUSE 
(the little bruise, scratch) ... 

Fortunately, the level headed 
nurse intervened. In a minute she 
was leading the child away... 
and I heard her say—‘“Isn’t the 
color of blood pretty . . . let us 
match it to those red flowers. . . 
My, my, it is more beautiful 
than they” ... and I could see 
the child all absorbed in the 
comparison . . . I smiled, for if 
the mother took the lesson to 
heart—fear of blood or the sight 
of it . . . would never be the fear 
of that boy, when he became a 
grown adult. BUT DID THE MO- 
THER TAKE THAT LESSON 
THE NURSE WAS GIVING HER 
TO HEART? That is the sixty- 
four dollar question. 

The same principle applies to 
snakes... insects... dogs... 
cats... etc... Mama or papa 
do not understand that by show- 
ing fear of these . . or using them 
to “keep a youngster quiet” be- 
cause they are tired . . . they are 
laying good (?) foundations for 
a neurotic adult... 

Alas. . . the face of heresy . . 
is terrible—and its “glance” as it 
were, affects many generations. 
We are still affected by the Jan- 
senist heresy of a Bishop of that 
name—a Frenchman who lived in 
the 18th century .. . His idea was 
of a God who was hard to ap- 
proach. . . not a God of love and 
mercy . . . but of unbending jus- 
tice . . . whom one approached 
in servile and constant fear. . 

How many of us to this day... 
think thus of God? True He is 
terribilis . . . because He is WHO 
He is... but BOTH HE AND 


COMMANDMENTS ARE LOVE 


on the other”. 

“And who see the need for the- 
ological and _ liturgical back- 
ground in dealing with all these 
social and personal problems of 
our day.” 

YES ... IF YOU ARE ONE OF 

SUCH ... WRITE TODAY... 
YOU WILL HAVE A FRUITFUL 
... JOYFUL... HOLY VACAT- 
ION ... WITH LOTS OF FUN 
THROWN IN... 
THE ADDRESS IS — THE 
REGISTRAR OF MADONNA 
HOSE SUMMER SCHOOL OF 
CATHOLIC ACTION . . . COM- 
BERMERE, ONTARIO, CAN- 
ADA. 

If you are married . . . write for 
the prospectus of the MADONNA 
HOUSE CANA COLONY 
where you can have a truly won- 
derful FAMILY VACATION AT 
A MOST REASONABLE PRICE 
. . AND LEARN MUCH ABOUT 
RESTORING THE HOME TO 
CHRIST TOO. Truly it is worth 
the postage stamp just to find 
out what we offer .. . The address 
is as above. 


Madonna Wall Panel 


Adé Bethune’s Russian 
Madonna mounted on maple 
with pyraglass finish 
$2.00 
Size 3%” x 6” 


Specify color choice 
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Catechism in Arizona 


By Cathy Maynard 











WHO IS GOD?—There’s not a 
child in any of our classes, unless 
he learned it before this year, 
who can give the formal, pat, pre- 
pared answer to that question, 
the answer given in most cate- 
chisms. I’m certain, though, that 
almost every child (I’ll be daring 
and say every child) knows that 
God is our Heavenly Father . 
that He made us because He 
loves us. . . and He wants us to 
love Him back. 

No memory work, no dull ques- 
tions and answers with big words 
that mystify and baffle little six 
year olds. Can you believe it? I 
know little first-grade boys and 
irls who run to catechism class 
after school. Why, I even know 
some who come for catechism on 
days when there are no classes. 
We have plays, draw pictures, 
sing songs, recite poems. Yes, 
learning about God, and Love, 
and Our Lady, should not be dul! 
and boring; something that 
children must be forced to do. 


.|innocent, ignorant little children 





I’m talking about the new 
method of teaching catechism —_| 
the Kerygmatic Method. 

Every Sunday afternoon at La| 
Casa, the teachers have a meet-| 
ing and a short class on “how 
to teach”. It’s a fascinating sub- 
ject and there is only one re- 
quirement—that you love God 
madly yourself and are most eag- 
er to share this knowledge with 
others, especially with open ea- 
ger little minds and hearts that 
respond so simply to love and 
kindness and new things. 

Old Good But Incomplete 

What’s wrong with the old 
questions and answer method? 
There is only one thing wrong 
with it. By itself it is incomplete 
It worked very well in the days 
when homes were Christian and 
parents were the real teachers of 
religion and children didn’t have 
to “learn” it because they “lived” 
it, they breathed it, they spoke it, 
they thought it. Unfortunately, 
this is not the description of the 
majority of homes today. And 
without our realizing it, “quest- 
ions and answers” stripped of 
Christian family life are nothing 
but dull, naked, uninteresting, 
tid-bits of information which 
have no connection with life for 
most of the children who unwil- 
lingly memorize it. WHERE IS 
GOD? God is everywhere. Does 


.|every child -who memorizes this 


answer see God everywhere? See 
Him in the person of the adults 
who are his whole world . . -his 
parents, his teachers, his neigh- 
bors? Does he really believe the 
words he is saying? 

Over the years, the job of 
teaching catechism has fallen to 
others, to catechists, to nuns, to 
priests, this fantastic job that 
belongs to parents. And though 
we long for the day when homes 
will be chirstian and parents will 
be teachers, we are thrilled with 
this system of teaching that is 
making our job such a joy. 

Actual Results 

I recently visited the local pub- 
lic school. The first grade Christ- 
mas party was filled with all my 
catechism pupils. 

Nothing is more beautiful than 
the Annunciation, the trip to 
Bethlehem and the birth of 
Christ as it is simply told in this 
book for first graders. One little 
girl retold it in school and the 
teacher was so delighted with the 
story that she took it down word 
for word as it was told. Some of 
the conversation between Joseph 
and Mary went something like 
this: 

Joseph: “Mary, we have to go 
to Bethianamn 12 sign our naae 
in a big book.” 

Mary: “I can’t go, I’m going 


to have a baby.” 


Joseph: “But we have to.” 

Mary who was very nice said, 
“Alright”, and she packed their 
things and they went. 

The thrill of the day was to 
hear the teacher say, “It’s just 
wonderful to see how much more 
the baby Jesus means to these 
children than Santa Claus this 
year.” 

The third grade class put on 
a play for the annual Christmas 
party—At the opening of the 
dress rehearsal, as Mary knelt by 
the manger and Joseph stood 
near-by, Mary, uninhibitedly 
cried out, “No, no, Theresa, he 
has to go out and get some wood 
and then the Baby Jesus just 
appears in my arms.” A little dif- 
ficult in a make-shift production 
like ours . . . but breath-taking 
to hear her simple understanding 
of the Virgin Birth. 

I could go on and on, each day 
is filled with little tales that 
warm an adult heart and make 
you think that perhaps they are 





ito God? Not always. 


evaluation of movies, books, sec- 
ular magazines and Press. It has 
also taught properly trained 
people to truly READ a BOOK .. 
and if need be to review it intel- 
ligently. 

From its contacts have come 
several well known young writers, 
one musician, and two actors who, 
although, alas, they are not in 
Canada now—are nevertheless 
exercising their influences on ever 
widening circles over these very 
MASS COMMUNICATION ME- 
DIA. 

Restoration, our Little Paper 
with a circulation of five thous- 
and is now an accredited member 
of the Catholic Press Association. 
Five books, recently published, 
first saw light on its pages. It 
has become, even if we say so 
humbly, a big little paper in many 
human lives. 

Madonna House Summer 
School of Catholic Action urges 
the interest and participation of 
all those who come to it—in the 
same field. This School also tries 
to teach a correct appraisal of 
what one sees and hears—so as to 
give the world as many apostolic 
church. Don’t they know either|and mature people, as possible, 
that God is on the altar? How|who may as time goes on enter 
would they know? Does age make | said fields. 
one wiser, more knowing, closer| The dissemination of Catholic 
i J |Books, has been started by Ma- 

Will our little first graders and|donna House way back in 1930 
third graders of this year with|when, it was called Friendship 
their simple, loving answers and| House, and had its first home in 
understanding be the sprawlers|Toronto’s slum area. Today Ma- 
and the huddlers of five years|donna House is proud to an- 
from now? Who can tell— nounce a CATHOLIC LENDING 

This is a gigantic job, this) LIBRARY BY MAIL ... THE 
teaching catechism . . . It’s more} ONE AND ONLY THUS FAR IN 
than a system . . .it’s love andj|CANADA which reaches every 


to love Him. And yet, Sunday 
after Sunday, little children run 
in and out of church, as if it’s a 
play house instead of the House 
of God. Who has ever told them 
Who God is, or where He is? And 
if they have come to mass alone 
(without even one parent, let 
alone two) for all of their five, 
or six or seven years why should 
they sit still, pay attention and 
stay in their seats? What’s to stop 
them from running for a drink 
of water just at the Consecrat- 
ion? It breaks the hearts of those 
who KNOW ... Yet, if the Lord 
of Hosts on the Altar looks at 


and understands and is patient 
. . . then we must be too. 
And the not so Young? 

But what of older boys? Boys 
who stand around the back of the 
church (even during Benediction 
during the blessing) at the same 
angle and sprawl that one uses to 
hold up the pool-hall wall. Have 
they never heard? Don’t they 
know Who God Is .. . and that 
He is there before them? And the 
girls. The teen-age girls who 
huddle in the back seats of the 





prayer and dedication. To give 
Christ, whether you be parent, 
catechist, nun or priest, you must 


Province of the Land, and has 
sixteen thousand books to choose 
from, and over five hundred sub- 


be filled with Christ. And the 
Mass, the inexhaustible fount, is 
the place where we will be filled. 
if only we will. 

We count on all your prayers. 
Pray with us and for us and for 
our children that we will all go 
“with Christ to the Father.” 


scribers, whose list is constantly 
growing. 

As for AUDIO-VISUAL EDU- 
CATION, it forms an important 
part of the training given at Ma- 
donna House. Films, secured 
from the various agencies inter- 
ested in Adult Education, both in 
Canada and the U. S. are used 
regularly to instruct the mem- 

hides |bers of all departments, Farm, 

_ (Continued from Page One) | Kitchen, Office, Maintenance, etc. 
ility for wider circulation of |While every Saturday night mo- 
Catholic books, periodicals and vies of more general interest, 
films through listings, mobile|Such as_ Religion, Psychology, 
or stationary displays and World Affairs, etc. are shown to 
other forms of promotion. all. 


WHEREAS it is asserted that} _.1roughout the winter, Friday 
an ideal Catholic Press has a|Might is “Children’s Night” at 
value comparable to good home|Madonna House. Some eighty 
life and adequate Catholic ed-|P°YS and girls come to recreate 
ucation under the direction of trained 
supervisors. Entertaining and ed- 
AND WHEREAS an awareness eiationsl movies are » Ras to 
of the main defects of diocesan 
and regional organs is voiced ae FORRES SNe 2 ee re 
by many Catholics ture of the evening’s program. 


Special films, carefully selected, 
AND WHEREAS the principal 3 J 
obstacle to ideal andl attractive 
Catholic organs is lack of funds 
BE IT RESOLVED that efforts, 
comparable to those aroused 
for the erection of schools and 
the advancement of other 
Catholic institutions be organ- 
ized for the raising of funds to 
advance and perfect our dioces- 
an and regional organs of the 
Catholic Press. 


. WHEREAS is is deemed esen- 
tial to establish a form of crit- 
ical but positive examination 
of productions emanating from 
the mass media 
AND WHEREAS approval of 
Catholics, cannot ensure com- 
munity approval or disapprov- 
al of such productions 
BE IT RESOLVED that defin- 
ite steps be taken to have com- 
petent Catholics participate in 
existing councils or associat- 
ions for the examinatin of mass 
media productions 
- BE IT FURTHER RESOLVED 

that, where such associations 

do not exist, Catholics be di- 

rected to work for their es- 

tablishment on a community 

basis. 

The Resolutions couched in 
somewhat heavy and legal term- 





MASS MEDIA 





teen-age group. 

For many years now Madonna 
House, particularly its Director- 
ate, has been in close contact 
with the National Film Board, 
discussing with its representatives 
and with many of its experts who 
have visited here the type of films 
which would be popular in the 
back-bush areas, the needs of the 
people, the ways and means of 
developing with them a program 
of Adult Education. Many sur- 
veys have been made to this ef- 
fect by the Directorate and sever- 
al members of the staff; many 
conferences held and many ap- 
proaches aitempted. 

Last year, at the request of the 
National Film Board, Mrs. Do- 
herty made an extensive report, 
in which she undertook to co-or- 
dinate the findings and conclus- 
ions of several years of observa- 
tion and experiences, and in 
which she said, among other 
thing:s “Our century is a century 
of transition .. . New desires are 
awakened, especially the desire 
for knowledge . . . Among the 
many groups that stand in need 
of help to find the key of know- 
ledge, one group stands out in the 
urgency of its need: it is the rural 
group of the world . . . The pri- 








are seen and discussed by the|:. 


Council, who has been vitally in- 
terested in audio-visual education 
and never spared himself to bring 
it to his people while pastor of 
Latchford Bridge. A member of 
our staff, Miss Shirlee DeWitt, 
was elected a director of the Ren- 
frew Film Council last Spring. 

Thus in its small and humble 
manner Madonna House has 
tried to do what the Social Life 
Conference advocates in such vi- 
tal manner—SHOULD BE DONE 
... However there remains much 
to be achieved yet. 

We would be vitally interested 
in hearing from our readers, as 
to any ideas they have about this 
vital subject . . . For after all it 
is you .. . everyone of you who 
will benefit or suffer if this media 
remains uninfluenced by YOU .. 
And it is your children who will 
be affected most by what they see, 
hear, and read... Truly itis a 
question that should be open to 
many discussions . . . So let us 
SUAEG ss « 





YUKON BOYS 


(Continued from Page One) 
miles to school. Many have to 
travel by plane, truck and boat 
all in the same journey.) 

Soon the two boys were busy 
working for a Survey Party that 
was encamped in the St. Elias 
Mountain Range several miles off 
the Alaska Highway. The John- 
son boys knew this country like 
the palms of their hands. Be- 
tween the highway and the camp 
were miles of dense evergreens, 
bush, interlaced with glacial 
streams and steep, narrow val- 
leys. 

Gordon and Hughie were as- 
signed the job of packing supplies 
from the trading-post to the sur- 
vey camp. One sunny day last 
July, the boys, carrying pack- 
boards, axes and rifles were cros- 
sing one of the streams. They 
were up to their waists in the 
fast-flowing water. Suddenly 
Hughie was pulled beneath the 
surface. Seized with terror, Gor- 
don tried to reach him with a 
pole; then he too was drawn into 
the swift current. Gordon was 
found hours later lying exhaust- 
ed on the edge of the creek. 
Hughie, not yet 15 had gone to 
give an account of his boyhood 
to his Eternal Father. 

After supper every evening the 
boys of Maryhouse gather around 
the image of Our Blessed Moth- 
er to recite Her Rosary. Often 
they ask her to keep a tender 
care of Hughie Johnson. As they 
pray my glance falls on one boy 
then another . . . Louie Louie, Joe 
Chief, Andrew, Vincent, John 
Johnny, Richard, Kokomo, 
Jackie, William, Belfry, Watson 
. and in the soft glow of the 
vigil light, I see the face of Gor- 
don Johnson ... and I know 
that more things are wrought by 
guardian angels than this world 
dreams of. 
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inology bring nevertheless a very 
clear picture of what all Catholics 
should in one way or another be 
doing to promote all that is good 
in the natural and super-natural 
sense of the world in this mass 
media of communications. And at 
the same time watchfully and 
constantly, be on the alert to 
quench, what is evil in these in- 
struments that like all other “dis- 
coveries of man” come to them 


mary problem is the awakening 
of the group to the realization of 
their latent desire for knowledge. 


To arouse this desire extreme deli- 
cacy and great knowledge of the 
individuals and groups are need- 
ed. The first thing to do is to 
make a thorough survey of the 
area, to contact its leaders, to 
find out what interests a given 
village . . . Then the problem of 
organizing the distribution of 











learning to know who God is and 





from God. 

The resolutions state a tragic 
truth, THAT SUITABLY TRAIN- 
ED CATHOLIC PERSONNEL IS 
AT PRESENT NOT AVAILABLE 
IN CANADA AND WE CATHOL- 
ICS CANNOT AS YET MAKE 
OUR CONTRIBUTION TO IT. . 
BUT SHOULD DO SO THROUGH 
MANY MEANS WHICH THE 
RESOLUTIONS GOES ON TO 
OUTLINE IN DETAIL... 

Madonna House has been train- 
ing youth for over a quarter of a 
century to “open its eyes and 
ears” and listen to what it sees 
and hears—and get a mature, 


films must be gone into. . . The 
production of films must be re- 
studied, for it is high time the 
rural areas received what they 
need and what they want... 
All old methods are truly obsolete 
today in the rural districts . . .” 

With these thoughts in mind 
Madonna House last Fall began 
bringing movies regularly to four 
localities. The project, under the 
direction of Miss Trudi Cortens, 
so far has met with great success. 

M. H. has always co-operated 
with the Pembroke Film Pool, 
with Father Casartelli, secretary- 
treasurer of the Renfrew Film 














EDUCATION OR 
INDOCTRINATION ? 


Jose de Vinck 











Education consists in drawing 
out the potentialities of an un- 
trained mind; indoctrination, in 
stuffing it with ready-made re- 
cordings. 

Education is fundamentally the 
teaching of principles; indoctrin- 
ation, the forced memorization of 
facts. 

Education is a dynamic process 
influencing the whole man; in- 
doctrination, a static cramming 
of the memory. 

Education is a liberation of the 
latent powers of the individual; 
indoctrination, an enslavement to 
pre-existing prejudices. 

Education is elevating, for it 
helps a man elevate himself; in- 
doctrination is debasing, for it 
tells a man what to do. 

Education leads a soul freely to 
God; indictrination confuses it by 
attempting to formulate what is 
beyond words. 

Education is a joyful discovery 
of the inexhaustibility of truth; 
indoctrination, the drudgery of 
collecting fossils. 

Education stems from the desire 
to share God with others; indoc- 
trination, from the vanity of 
man’s om. 

The teachings of education are 
gathered from life; the facts of 
indoctrination are found in any 
Encyclopedia. 

It would be well for educators 
to ask themselves: “IS YOUR 
SCHOOL A SCHOOL OF EDUCA- 
TION, OR A SCHOOL OF INDOC- 
TRINATION?” 
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Upper picture: Aerial view of Madonna House taken 
last Fall, showing the location of the new St. Goupil’s 
behind the main buildings; and lower picture, the finished 


St. Goupil’s building, that houses our men’s dormitory, 
laundry, sewing room, handicraft shop, and workshops. 





Finances and Us.. 


By Catherine 














It has occurred to me, several 
times in the past year, that some 
day I really should sit down and 
write an article. A simple direct 
article explaining to our many 
readers and benefactors — “our 
finances.” 

But time went by, and some- 
how I never seemed to get at it. 
But, this Christmas, as I opened 
evelope after envelope of beauti- 
ful Christmas cards that spoke 
each in their gracious way of 
friendship and understanding of 
so many wonderful people, and 
as I beheld practically in every 
card a money donation that 
brought to us the warmth of their 
charity, goodness and kindness, 
translated into these money do- 
nations, often at an immense sac- 
rifice! I said ti myself—‘‘Now is 
the time that I must write this 
article”. For indeed I truly owe 
everyone interested, a explanat- 
ion, as to where their money real- 
ly goes and what is does in Ma- 
donna House, also why I keep, “A- 
BEGGING’—for it year after 
year. 

As most of you, dear Friends, 
by now know, Madonna House is 
a Secular Institute. Which means 
that its members—men and wo- 
men—although taking the three 
vows of poverty, chastity and ob- 
edience. .. REMAIN LAY... and 
are TOTALLY dedicated to God, 
IN THE WORLD. 

I realize too, full well, that this 
is a very new concept to many 
Catholics on the North American 
Continent—which in the matter 
of knowledge thereon lags vastly 
behind Europe—Over there, as 
I found out in Rome last October 
1957, at the second World Con- 
gress of the Lay Apostolate, there 
are nearly 1,000 Secular Instit- 
utes either already fully approv- 
ed by the Holy See, or in the pro- 
cess of being fully approved. In- 
cidentally, our most Holy Father, 
Pope Pius XII, must in truth be 
called the REAL FOUNDER OF 
ALL SECULAR INSTITUTES. 

For it is he who after observ- 
ing what is today kown as “free 
or general Catholic Action” 
across the span of some twenty- 
five to thirty years, throughout 
the whole world, came out with 
the broad outlines of a constit- 
ution for Secular Institutes. 

This happened in 1947. It was 
also he who stated at that time, 
and in that constitution, that 
this was in a manner of speak- 
ing A NEW VOCATION. That by 
the power given to him from on 
high, He raised this vocation of 
Laymen into the state of perfect- 
ion. Furthermore, he added, that 
though they were taking vows 
and dedicating their whole life 
to the apostolate — THEY RE- 
MAINED LAY PEOPLE AND DID 
NOT BECOME RELIGIOUS IN 
THE CANONICAL SENSE OF 
THE WORD. 

Provida Mater Ecclesia, Cum 
Sanctissimus and Primo Feliciter 
are the three Papal Documents 
giving the Church the full status 
of this new vocation. Since the 
Holy Father has spoken so clearly 
on this subject, it behooves us, 
his faithful children, to become 
fully acquainted with his words 
before we allow our natural as- 
tonishment and bewilderment to 
burst forth in a critical attitude. 


The following books and publica- 
tions will help us to do that. 

SECULAR INSTITUTES, edit- 
ed by Blackfriars, 34 Bloomsbury 
Sq., London, England. 
APOSTOLIC SANCTITY IN THE 
WORLD, edited by Rev. J. Haley, 
University of Notre Dame, Notre 
Dame, Indiana. 

OUR TIME IS NOW, by Dr. 
Mary O'Leary, Published by 
Burns and Oates, London, Eng- 
land. 

DEDICATED LIFE IN THE 
WORLD (a little pamphlet), Un- 
iversity of Notre Dame, Notre 
Dame, Indiana. 

The quarterly magazine “Apos- 

















tolic Perspectives’, Box 181, 
Notre Dame, Indiana. 

For all those who are interest- 
ed in this miraculous phenomen- 
on of the Church, the Lay Apos- 
tolate, free or totally dedicated, 
these books, pamphlets and pub- 
lications are a must on their 
reading list. We of Madonna 
House have studied these docu- 
ments thoroughly and shaped 
our constitutions according to 
the Papal Directives. 

Like the whole Church and all 
its institutions, we are dedicated 
to the common goal of restoring 
the world to Christ, but for us 
of Madonna House §S.I. the spec- 
ial accent in that apostolate is 
that we desire to do that RES- 
TORATION in the broad field of 
the Social Work of the Church, 
and therefore we stand ready to 
respond to the call of the Hier- 
archy everywhere on the home- 
front lines, and in the missions. 

It stands to reason, that such 
a goal demands a very long train- 
ing of the personnel of our Insti- 
tute. This is done at Madonna 
House proper—the headquarters 
of our Institute—located at Com- 
bermere, Ontario. MADONNA 
HOUSE—is not really a single 
HOUSE, but quite a large group 
of houses for situated as it is in 
a rural area it has to build as it 
grows. To it from U.S.A., Canada 
and Europe, come young men 
and women desirous to give their 
whole life under vows to this im- 
mense and much needed Lay Ap- 
ostolate of the Church. 

It is interestig to note in pas- 
sing, that the moment the Holy 
Father officially proclaimed the 
new status of Secular Institutes. 
the Holy Ghost followed, as it 


—|were, this proclamation with His 


visible approval by giving to 
many this new vocation. 

But back to Madonna House. 
I hope I have made it clear that 
it is a Training Center for the 
whole of Our Institute and Ap- 
ostolate. But it is more than that 
too. It is an officially mandated 
rural apostolate, which means 
that it is a “working apostolic 
House” too—even as our founda- 
tions in Whitehorse, Y.T.; Ed- 
monton; Portland, Oregon; Win- 
slow, Arizona. 

Thus in the reality of every- 
day living, we of Madonna House 
do two jobs, The Rural Apostol- 

ate in our adjacent rural com- 
munities. The training of our 
membership for a world-wide ap- 
ostolate. 

Your money donations follow 
these two divisions. Thus one 
part of your dollar goes to all the 
endless and manifold needs of 
our Rural Apostolate. The other 
part of your dollar goes to the 
vitally needed buildings for an 
ever growing-staff and their min- 
imum maintenance. Thus, whe- 
ther you are aware of it or not, 
you are helping us to do two tre- 


mendous jobs—for God and His 
Church. You help us to do an 
apostolic work in the Rural Ap- 
ostolate—and you help us to 
train youth to go to the confines 
of the earth and its Market Places 
and bring Christ there. 

In the first division—the Rural 
Apostolate of M.H.—I could go 
on listing indefinitely the end- 
less pitiful needs of adjacent 
communities situated in north- 
ern Ontario on a_ sub-marginal 
farming land. But I will try to 
just list the main money-drain- 
ing expenditures that face us 
day-in, day-out, year-in and 
year-out. 

There are the sick. We have 
five nurses on the go. Nursing in 
rural homes. Dealing with high- 





|way accidents. Answering First 
‘Aid calls. Helping to deliver ba- 
‘bies. Taking patients to and 
_from the hospital. Incidentally 
| we so far have the only free “‘am- 
ibulance” in this - part—(a con- 
verted Station Wagon). 

Just stop and think a moment! 
.. . And you will see your money 
literally turning into. gasoline 
and oil for cars... Changing into 
car repairs and maintenance... 
|FOR OURS, ARE MORE OFTEN 
| THAN NOT, BACK-WOOD 
|COUNTRY ROADS, THAT ARE 
TRULY HARD ON CARS. ALSO, 
THE TRAVELLING DISTANCES 
ARE VERY LONG. THIRTY- 
/FOUR MILES IS NOTHING 
HEREABOUTS TO TALK 
| ABOUT. 

Then there is the prevention 
of sickness. The same nurses 
travel to check the health of pu- 
pils in big and little rural schools. 
To do so, they stay in distant vil- 
lages—some time from one day 
to a week—and from that distant 
village penetrate even deeper into 
our forests which we call the 
bush. 

Then there are the Home Nurs- 
ing and First Aid Courses that 
they give the folks around-about- 
to whom that knowledge truly 
may mean the difference between 
life and death. IF YOU STOP TO 
CONSIDER THAT OUR NEAR- 
EST DOCTOR IS 12 MILES 
AWAY FROM M.H. BUT MAY 
BE 30 or 40 FROM THEM . . AND 
OUR NEAREST HOSPITALS 
ARE RESPECTIVELY 39 and 70 
MILES AWAY... Again, car 
maintenance and repair. 

Our social workers do a lot of 
travelling too, and your money 
pays for. that, but it pays for 
much more too—for what they 
find at the end of their travelling 
are so many needs and often 
such great poverty, that it 
would take a book to write it up. 

To teach people to help them- 
selves, to make them independ- 
ent and eradicate some of the 
poverty another group of Ma- 
donna House goes out again into 
the distant bush with Audio- 
Visual Education and specialists 
etc.—in a world—knowledge — 
in Handicraft, Nutrition, Health, 
that will open wider horizons and 
give new avenues of thoughts and 
deeds to people who otherwise 
would not get them. 

Our Recreation Work with 
school children and teen-agers 
demands a certain expenditure 
for materials to work with, books 
and music etc. that brings whole- 
some recreation where none is 
available, and a part of your gen- 
erous dollar goes to that. We have 
about 100 young people in those 
clubs. 

Our Catholic Lending Library 
by mail, of 16,000 Volumes, the 
one and only in all of Canada— 
goes to its 10 Provinces, especially 
to places where books are not 
available, but where alas, people 
— pay a large subscription 

ee. 

But should that stop us from 
implementing the Pope’s latest 
Encyclical on ‘Mass Media Com- 
munications”, of which books 
are 2, vital part. The Library runs 
somewhat in the “red” because 
we consider that money in this 
case cannot be an object. And 
part of your dollar goes into mak- 
ing up the yearly deficit that 
sending the Word of God 
brings us. 

Our Clothing Room which dis- 
tributes clothing to the poor, 
often has to ship some of the 
clothing to the distant part of 
the bush as people have no cars 
to get the things themselves and 
pitiful letters reach us of their 
needs, so we mail these — and 
that costs money, as does the re- 
mailing of Catholic literature so 
vitally needed in our day and age. 

Yes, it would take truly a book 
to write out exactly where that 
part of your dollar goes that is 
allotted to our Rural Apostolic 
venture here. 

The second part is God’s part. 
For it is the Holy Ghost that is 
the giver of vocations, and when 
He sends vocations, we must 
house them and feed them and 
clothe them and attend to their 








but on a very minimum scale. We 
are now in the process of organ- 
izing our own farming, so that 
less and less of your money 
should go into our food bills. So 
that, having the personnel, we 
produce more and miore for our 





‘own maintenance .. . So that we 


could divert as much as possible 
of your dollar to the needs of the 
rural apostolate itself. 

But even organizing a farm 
costs a little money at first, and 
so a few pennies of your dollars 
go into that organization. As I 
said before, we have also to build. 
As you the readers of “Restorat- 
ion” well know, I have been beg- 
ging for the past years for our 
“building fund”. First the Chap- 
el, the heart of our apostolate. 
Then an enlarged kitchen, with- 
out which the “natural man” in 
our apostolate could not exist 
either! Then for St. Goupil’s, the 
Men’s House, God _ sent us so 
many men and we have to put 
them somewhere to sleep! And 
very soon I will have to beg for 
the addition to St. Martha’s 
House where the women Staff 
Workers will have to live. Again 
the Holy Ghost sent so many that 
there is not room in that “house’”’ 
of Madonna House. 

And so it goes ... I hope I have 
given you a fairly clear funda- 
mental idea about “FINANCES 
AND US. . .”! I hope you can be- 
gin to see why it is that I have 
to keep “A-BEGGING” as yet for 
many years to come. I wanted 
so much to tell you about it, and 
I am glad I did so. If you have 
any questions about this matter, 
please do not hesitate to ask— 
for after all, when all is said and 
done, all we give to the apostol- 
ate is ourselves and our lives. But 
without money, that would be 
utterly inadequate in our day and 
age. And you our co-partners 
provide it. I feel that anything 
you want to know about “OUR 
FINANCES AND US...” is yours 
for the asking— 





LOVE LETTER 


(Continued from Page One) 
priests wore blue vestments. And 
there were many Masses. 

Every so often new delegations 
of pilgrims came _ shuffling in, 
several with bands playing, all 
with great masses of white flow- 
ers. By 10 o’clock there were so 
many flowers in the church there 








medical needs. All this is done, b 


was no room for even another 
petal. 

Floral pieces outside; crowns; 
maps; pictures of Our Lady and 
Juan Diego made of red, white, 
blue, and yellow flowers; hearts 
—and other ambitious works of 
art—were placed in two long 
rows along the ropes that marked 
off the space for the marchi 
pilgrims. They would have filled 
both sides of Fifth Avenue, New 
York, from St. Pat’s Cathedral 
down to 42nd St. 

The Feast Day 

There were nearly twice as 
many pilgrims on Dec. 12th, the 
426th anniversary of the day 
You painted Our Lady’s picture, 
God, and let her children see it. 
The newspapers agreed there 
were at least 800,000. I got up 
early that morning. It was quite 
dark. And it was very cold. I saw 
hundreds of blanketed men and 
women and children sleeping out- 
side Basilica. A few women were 
awake. Their braziers glowed in 
the dark like so many masses of 
rubies. And I looked up at YOU 
—remember, Lord? — and said 
something about fans waiting 
to buy tickets for a world-series 
game. What a difference! 

I sat, that afternoon, on the 
stairway leading up to the top 
of Tepeyac hill. There is a chapel 
up there, built on the spot where 
Our Lady first spoke to Juan 
Diego. The stairway is made en- 
tirely of stones, and it moves in 
lazy coils toward where Our 
Lady’s heel once rested — the 
heel destined from eternity to 
crush the serpent’s head. 

Bands were playing. Indians 
were dancing. The loud speaker 
system was talking about lost 
children, about people who had 
been hurt in the crowds, and 
about some who were resting in 
the Red Cross or Green Cross 
hospital tents. The sun had come 
out. The day was beautiful. 

A man at the foot of the stairs 
shoveled dirt into a basket. It 
was a long basket, made of reeds, 
and it rested on the back of an- 
other man, a cargador. It was 
fastened to him with straps. One 
strap went around his head. The 
hair had been shaved so that it 
could not interfere with the 
leather. The cargador set him- 
self when the basket was nearly 
full, and started up the stairs. 
There are 190 steps on this side 
of the stairway, and 180 on the 
other side. Gardeners were at 
work on the shrubbery and the 
lawns high up, and dirt was bad- 
ly needed. é 

Stairway To Star 

The stairway was built by men 
like that,, Mexicans showing 
their love for You and Our Lady 
y carrying the great stones and 
the little stones to the masons, 
and baskets of dirt to the land- 
scapers. There were no roses on 
Tepeyac hill until Our Lady put 
them there in 1531. There are 
many there today. And there are 
cactus plants, and flowering 








shrubs, and pepper trees heavy 








with crimson berries, and there 
is smooth bright grass. There is 
also a man-made _ waterfall 
which gives the steep hillside 
something of the look of a Euro- 
pean grotto. 

I watched the passing parade, 
people that flowed up and down 
the stairs at the same time. 
Some in tatters. Some in beauti- 
ful clothing. They splashed the 
sinous stairway with some col- 
ors than a milion gypsies could 
have spilled. 

Some things I remember still. 
An old man joyously swinging 
a child from step to step so that 
the little feet never touched the 
stone. A pair of lovers moving 
in a dance step, ecstasy in their 
eyes. A solemn little boy with a 
tremendous popsickle where his 
tiny mouth should be. (The 
popsickle was a poisonous shade 
of green.) A man with bleeding 
feet. A man on crutches. Tourists 
with cameras and frowns. San- 
dals. Sombreros. Gay serapes and 
shawls and ponchos. Gold ear- 
rings bearing the image of Our 
Lady of Guadalupe. Babies with 
balloons and sticks of sugar cane. 
Soldiers in uniform. Pilgrims 
with arms full of flowers. 

Your Basilica isn’t as big as it 
should be, nor as beautiful. It 
is drafty and cold and there is 
always movement in it and noise 
—organ music, singing, the 
prayers of pilgrims, the wailing 


of a baby, the beating of 
drums. Often its aisles are 
choked with flowers, and its 


painted dome and its groined 
ceilings are festooned with 
gaudy rubber balloons. A nun 
said she found it impossible to 
pray there because of its many 
distractions. But, she said, she 
never felt so close to You and 
Your Lady—and ours — as she 
does in this unique place. 
Miracles? Nobody keeps count 
of them, nobody records them, 
nobody discusses them. When 
Mary cures someone he goes to a 
store and buys a gold or silver vo- 
tive offering. Many stores have 
them. They are made in the 
shapes of arms, legs, heads, 
hearts, eyes, ears. He selects the 
appropriate gifts, brings it to the 
Basilica, and puts it in a_ slot 
provided for such _ things. 
There has been mounds of these 
in the last few centuries. A silver 
altar rail was made out of them 
for one of the chapels in the Bas- 
ilica. Mexicans are poor, but they 
buy silver and gold to show their 
gratitude to You and Mary. 
Mexico, persecuted, exploited, 
robbed, rubbed into the dust, en- 
slaved by atheists and commun- 
ists and bigots of all sorts, has 
become the most fervent Catholic 
Country in the world! 
God, if we could only be as 
poor and as rich as Your beloved 
Mexicans! And if I could walk 
barefoot 200 miles or more, over 
rugged mountains, and come to 
our altar on my soft but stiffen- 
ing knees—how my fly-specked 
soul would carol! 
Let me love You, Lord, more 
and more each day. Let the 
U.S.A. and Canada love you. Let 
all the world love You, as sincere- 
ly and sweetly and simply and 
entirely as they love You at the 
shrine of Our Lady of Guada- 
lupe. Yours forever, Eddie. 





One Man's Scrap... 
Another Man's Gold 


I was going over the other day, 
with the heads of our “depart- 
ments”—yes, we have some eight- 
een various “departments” if one 
wants to call them that—in Ma- 
donna House. The young man in 
charge of our farm said, that he 
wished he could get a good har- 
ness for the horse we will have to 
soon buy for our BUSH WORK 
(getting our fire wood and other 
wood from the bush around 
about us) if only, he continued, 
we knew someone who had such 
harness . . .both for sleigh work 
and tree pulling or hauling 

He needed a seeder for veget- 
ables and grains... working 
shovels . . . to dig ditches, earth- 
en vegetable cellars, and the like. 

What we here could do with 
dobs and dabs of paint . .. said 
the maintenance man — is no- 
body’s business ...and odd 
lengths of pipes... the kind 











plumbers used . . . elbows-ditto- 
plumber’s elbows for above men- 
tioned pipes . . .and all kinds of 
pieces and parts of plumbing 
stuff... Tools hand and 
power ones... would be so useful 
as would be all kinds of %4; %; 1 
horse power motors . . .outboard 
ones too, chimed in his assistant. 
The Office manager—exclaimed 
that she wished we could get dis- 
carded business envelopes. Offic- 
es, like people, change addresses, 
she elucidated—we could paste 
the addresses over — everyone 
would understand that we had 
the vow of poverty and could use 
such for our ever growing corres- 
pondence . .. Paper too, said 
the typist . . .all office supplies, 
added the budding steno... 

What do people do with the 
left-overs of soap . . . Everywhere 
folks have soap scraps left—mus- 
ed the girl in charge of our laun- 
dry. Now if we could get the 
scraps ... we could make shav- 
ings from them and use them for 
laundry ...and shampoos... 
by liquifying them . . . wouldn’t 
that be dandy and save us many 
pennies—which could go toward 
the poor more directly. 

How about sewing supplies. . 
chimed in the head seamstress 
(yes we have one) needles... 
threads ... cotton... silk... and 
mending wool. .. thimbles.. . 
Folks do clean their sewing sup- 
plies .. . and don’t know what to 
do with such “remnants” . . 
we sure could use them... and 
speaking of remnants... we can 
use them too she went on...a 
piece that is no good to anyone. . 
will go into quilt making. . .or 
making some poor kid of 2—3 a 
skirt or a pair of pants... How 
about that? 

Swell, said the head of the 
Clothing Department, who deals 
with the poor all day. . .all year 
in and year out .. .and KNOWS 
THEIR VITAL NEEDS...I 
would be so glad to give a NEW 
piece of material to them ... 
which does not mean that I don‘t 
need oodles and oodles of second 
hand clothing too... for all ages, 
from baby’s to grand ma... and 
grand pa... and everyone in be- 
tween especially school gals and 
boys... 

Oh yes... and baby layettes, she 
pensively added . . . so many babies are 
always born around here. 

Speaking of odds and ends. . 
what about my department? said 
the girl in charge of handicraft 
and recreation . . . with almost a 
hundred kids and some adults to 
teach and to amuse—I can use 
EVERYTHING ... Listen... you 
know pieces of copper wire. . 
and ordinary wire—very thin or 
not too thin ... Why I can make 
beautiful things . . . jewelry and 
belts of an endless variety of 
things ... good string too, is 
swell; and gay-colored felt hats 
old as Methusalah why they are 





dandies for our felt-craft work. 
the black ones not so good for 
kiddies . . . Old oil paints ... old 
—ANY KIND OF PAINTS — for 
art work I mean... gee I could 
use these . . . Purses of colored 
and black leather—there is an- 
other source of supply for leath- 
ercraft: .. 

The cook said she could use 
everything and anything pertain- 
ing to kitchen supplies — bowls, 
pie plates... gadgets... and 
especially the OLD, OLD FASH- 
IONED BIG IRON KETTLES 
THAT OUR ANCESTORS IN 
U.S.A. AND CANADA USED TO 
USE TO MAKE BEANS AND 
HEAD CHEESE IN... 

As I listened it seemed tome.. . 
that there are so many old farms 
now mechanized that have what 
our farmers want — hanging 
around odd corners of old barns 
. .. perhaps they could locate— 
and if there are other things any 
of our farmer friends wanted to 
get rid of—why not send them 
to us? 

And all the rest . . . from soap 
scraps to nylon stockings .. . 
from old purses to gayly colored 
felt hats ... that take up space 
in modern apartments... how 
glad we would be to receive such 

IN FACT WE WOULD WEL- 


.| COME ... MUCH OF WHAT THE 


AVERAGE MODERN MAN CON- 
SIDERS “TRASH” . . . SCRAPS 
...OR JUST... THINGS THAT 
CLUTTER UP SPACE. . SPRING 
AIN'T THAT FAR AWAY 
FRIENDS THAT YOU ARE NOT 
THINKING ABOUT SPRING 
CLEANING REMEMBER 





US THEN PLEASE . . . 
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